


The Tragedy of Othello 

Bra, The worfc welcome, 

I haue charg’d thee not to haunt about my dotes. 

In honeft plaineneffe, thou haft heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in raadnes. 

Being full of flipper, and diftempering draughts, 

V pon malicious brauery, doft thou corac 
To ftart my quiet ? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

Bra. But thou muft needs be fure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee. 

Rod. Patience good fir 

Bra . W hat, tell'ft thou me of robbing ? this is Venice, 

My houfe isnot a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brabantio, 

In S P Si^y P o”«°et = S'l will ttot f=t»e God, if the 
Dcuil bid’vou. Bccsufe we come to doe youferuice, you thin 
wee are Ruffians youle haue your daughter couered with a Bar ry 
horfe ; youle haue your Nephewes neigh to you ; youle haue Cour ers 
for Coufens , and Gennets for Germans . 

Moore, are now making the Beaft with two backs. 

"Bra. Thou art avillaine. 

Bra ^Thisthoiflhalt anfwcrc, 1 know thee Rodorigo. 

Rod. Sir.I will anfwere any thing r But I befeech you, 
lf*t be your pleafure, and moft wife confentv 

(As partly I find it-is) that your faire daughter 
At this odeuen,and dull watch oth nigi , 

Tranfported withno worfe nor better guard 

But witha knaue of common hire, 

To the erotfe clafpes of a lafciuious Moor . 

If this be knowne to you and y our allovvanc » 

Wee then haue done you bold and fawey w. ongs . 

Bur if you know nor this, my manners tell me 

Wee haue your wrong rebuke : Do not b leeue That 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22306) LONDON,! 


the Moore of Venice. 5 

That from the feufe of a! ciuilitie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 

Your daughter (ifyou haue not giuen her leaue, 

I fay againe) hath made agrolfe rcuolt. 

Tying her duty, beautie, wit and fortunes, 

In anextrauagant and wheeling Stranger, 

Of here, and euery where : Straight fatisfie your felfe ; 

If foe be in her chamber, or your houfe. 

Let loofe on me the Iuftice of the ftate. 

For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho: 

Giueme a taper, call vp all my people . 

This accident is not vnlike my dreaine, 

Beleefe of it opprefles me already .• 

Light I fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I muft leaue you. 

It Teenies not meet, nor whokfome to my place. 

To be produc’d (as if I ftay I (hall,) 

Againlt the Moore, for I doe know the ftate, 

(How tuer this may gaule him with feme checke) 

Cannot with fafety caft him, for bee’s imbark’d. 

With fuchloud reafon, toth: Cipres warres, 

(Which cuen now ftands in aft; that for theirfbules. 

Another of his fathome, they haue none 
To lead their bufinefle, in which regard, 

Tho I doe hate him, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet far neceflity of prefent life, 

I muft drew out a flag, and figne of lone. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hallfurely find him 
Lead to the Sagittary the raifed fearch, 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter Brabantio « bis nightgowne, and fir Hants 
with Torches. 

Rra. It is too true an euill, gone fhe is, ’ 

And what’s to come of my defpifed time. 

Is nought but bitternefle n ow Roderigo s 
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